TARASCON

ON my way from Nimes to Aries I spent three hours
at Tarascon; chiefly for the love of Alphonse Daudet,
who has written nothing more genial than " Les
Aventures Prodigieuses de Tartarin," and the story
of the "siege" of the bright, dead little town (a
mythic siege by the Prussians) in the " Contes du
Lundi." In the introduction which, for the new
edition of his works, he has lately supplied to ik Tar-
tarin," the author of this extravagant but kindly
satire gives some account of the displeasure with
which he has been visited by the ticklish Tarascon-
nais. Daudet relates that in his attempt to shed a
humorous-light upon some of the more vivid phases
of the Provencal character he selected Tarascon at a
venture; not because the temperament of its natives
is more vainglorious than that of their neighbours,
or their rebellion against the " despotism of fact"
more marked, but simply because he had to name
a particular Provencal city. Tartarin is a hunter of
lions and charmer of women, a true " produit du '
midi," as Daudet says, a character of the most ex-
travagant, genial comedy. He, is a minimized Don
Quixote, with much less dignity but with equal good
faith; and the story of his exploits is a little master-
piece of the free fantastic. The Tarasconnais, how-
ever, declined to take the joke, and opened the vials
of their wrath upon the mocking child of Nimes, who
would have been better employed, they doubtless
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